LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

been that Thomas Stevenson bought a house at Bourne-
mouth as a present for his daughter-in-law. Its
name was forthwith changed to Skerryvore, in com-
memoration of the most beautiful and the most diffi-
cult to build of all the lighthouses erected by the fam-
ily,1 ,It was no great distance from where they
were already living: a modern brick house, closely
covered with ivy; and from the top windows it
was possible to catch a glimpse of the sea. There
was half an acre of ground, very charmingly ar-
ranged, running down from the lawn at the back,
past a bank of heather, into a chine or small ravine full
of rhododendrons, and at the bottom a tiny stream.

Mrs. Stevenson at once started off for Hyeres, whence
she returned with their books and other belongings.
The new house, however, was not ready for their oc-
cupation until the end of April, and when the move
was made, to no one did it bring greater satisfaction
than to Stevenson.

Wanderer as he was, and still gave the impression
of being, he entered into his new property with a keen-
ness of delight that must have amused those of his
friends who remembered his former disparagement of
all household possessions.2 "Our drawing-room is
now a place so beautiful that it's like eating to sit in it.
No other room is so lovely in the world; there I sit like
an old Irish beggarman's cast-off bauchle in a palace
throne-room. Incongruity never went so far; I blush
for the figure I cut in such a bower/'

The large dovecot is commemorated in Underwoods ;
the garden was an endless pleasure to Mrs. Stevenson,
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8ted, despicable scene!"
